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In Happyhop they plant the corn, 
When smiles the sunny April morn; 
A festal time they make of this, 

A season full of perfect bliss. 


It was my happiness to spend 

The planting week with my good friend, 
The Princess Gladangood, whose ways 
Call from all hearts most loyal praise. 


And hand in hand with her I walked, 
And face to face with her I talked, 
That I might see and tell to you 
What things the Happyhoppers do. 
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The week before they plant the seed, 
They give to sweet and loving deed; 
Thus while they turn the waiting soil, 
Their kindness lightens all their toil. 


With pick and spade and rake and hoe, 
They through the fields in order go. 
From soft sunrise to midday fair, 

Their voices float upon the air; 

With songs of courage, words of jest, 
They cheer themselves to do their best. 


With banners they the field adorn, 
Before they plant the chosen corn. 
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The time for lunching comes full soon, 

When day has reached to dazzling noon. 

The women bring the bread and soup, 

The workmen gather in a group; 

They rest in rows upon the grass, 

The trays of food the women pass. . 
But ere they taste the tempting fare, 4 
Each man repeats a silent prayer, 

His thanks to give for life and health, 

For strength to do, for peace, for wealth. 


Again they work, until the light 
Of sun has vanished into night. 
So runs the week in which the field 


_Is made its bumper crop to yield. 
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The corn they shell to thrilling song, 
To trumpet blast and boom of gong. 
It is the youngers’ work to bring 

This added music to the spring. 

The frogs croak cheerily; the bees 
Their honey seek from blooming trees; 
The birds the stirring chorus swell, 
And man and beast in concord dwell. 
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Now, while the crescent moon still gleams 
In dancing light on mountain streams, 
The prince comes forth to bless the seed 
Whose fruitage all the land will feed: 
“Lord of the harvest, bless again 

The seed, the field, the crop. Amen.” 
When comes the day to plant the grain, 
Then out troop all, a happy train, 

To make this day the best of all, 

Until the harvest in the fall. 
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Three golden grains the princess takes, 
Prince Happyhop a soft bed makes; 
Into the bed the princess drops 

The first seeds for the season's crops. 
The youngers then the rich earth throw 
Upon the corn, to make it grow. 

This signifies to every one 

The time to get the planting done. 
Across the field the men proceed, 

And plant in rows the shining seed. 


Again the songs rise in the air, 

Flung back by nature everywhere; 
The banners wave the hour to greet, 
And bonfres brighten in the street; 
When from the west the sunset glows, 
The planting week comes to a close. 


| | 
A J 


WEE WISDOM 9 


What 


Chapter | 
AUNT PETE ARRIVES 
““Good-by, dear,” said Mrs. Williams, with a hasty kiss, for she 


was late. She hurried down the stairs and looked for a street car, 
leaving her little boy alone on the couch. 

If she had been in a cheerful frame of mind, she probably 
would have called him “‘Billikins Boy,” but this morning life seemed 
hard for her and for her crippled son. His name was William 
Williams, but to the neighbors’ children he was “‘Billikins Bill,” and 
to his mother, “Billikins Boy.” 

Billy and his mother had only two tiny rooms. One was the 
bedroom in which were Billikins’ little bed and his mother’s larger 
one; the other room had, in one corner, a small gas stove and a few 
kitchen utensils hidden behind a screen, while the rest of the space 
was the living room. In this part were tastefully arranged a little 
table, a few chairs, and the couch upon which Billikins spent most 
of his time. 

The couch was by the front window. Billikins could lie there 
and look out upon the street and wave his hand to the children going 
and coming home from school, while his mother was away at the 
office where she worked. 

The doctor encouraged more action on Billikin’s part; he said 
that the boy would not gain strength by lying so much upon the couch. 
But it hurt Billikin’s back to move about, so his mother said that per- 
haps it would be better for him to lie still until he became stronger. 

The furnishings in the two little rooms were becoming faded and 
dingy, and life seemed dull to the little boy. Sometimes a friend 
would come in and interest him for a while, but the greater part of 
the time he was alone. 

When he heard the postman’s whistle in front of the house, 
Billikins produced a large handbag which was fastened to a strong 
cord. He opened the window, and holding to the cord, lowered the 
bag to the postman. One day the man smiled up at Billikins, and 


10 


WEE WISDOM 


*** Aunt Pete is coming here,’ he gasped joyously.” 


@RANCES Durst, 
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placed within the handbag a letter and a paper. Overjoyed, Billikins 
drew them up and examined them. 

His mother’s magazine with its bright cover, caught his eye 
first; then he looked at the letter. 

“From Aunt Pete,” he said with satisfaction. His mother al- 
lowed him to open the mail, so he was soon studying the contents of 
the letter. 

“Aunt Pete is coming here!”’ he gasped, joyously. “A real 
aunt, right where I can see her. Won't mother be glad!” 

But Billikins and his mother decided, that evening, that there 
might be some drawbacks to Aunt Pete’s visit. 

““Pete was full of fun, and was good company when she felt 
funny,” said Mother; “but she was rather critical, and she had ‘blue’ 
spells that drove one almost frantic. But of course, I have not seen 
her since three years ago, and she may have changed some. I hope 
so, I am sure.” 

The letter said that Aunt Pete had a friend who had lately 
moved to Ormsby, the city where Mrs. Williams was living. The 
husband of the friend was in business in Ormsby, and he had offered 
Aunt Pete a place in his office at an advance over her present salary. 
So she was coming and would arrive the next week. 

“T hope she will take the room across the hall,”’ said Billikins, 
with shining eyes. Billikins had some pictures on the stand by his 
couch; among them were two pictures of his aunt. One was a little 
kodak view; the other was a fine large photograph. 

“She is a swell looker,” Billikins thought. 

“She is pretty, isn’t she, Mother?” said Billikins, looking at the 
photograph again. 

“Yes, she is,” admitted Mrs. Williams. 

“But not so pretty as you would be, dressed up like that,’’ went 
on the little boy, surveying his mother gravely over the top of the 
picture. 

“Do you think so, dear>”’ she asked, kissing him. Her thoughts 
went back to her youth. Once she had been called the prettiest of 
the three pretty Casimore sisters. “That was twelve years ago, and 
time had changed her very much, she reflected. 

During the next few days Billikins spent much time in gazing 
at the pictures of his pretty aunt. Then came the time of her arrival. 
Mrs. Williams met her at the train, and the two sisters were laughing 
and talking as they came up the stairs. 

“My! she is prettier than her picture,” decided Billikins, as he 
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saw her enter the door. Soon her gay conversation interested him 
more than anything else had in a long time. 

Aunt Pete promptly engaged the room across the hall. She was 
to get acquainted, when they were left alone in the little rooms. She 
laughed at Billikins’ method of getting the mail. Before long she 
asked him: 

don’t you walk more>” 

“Oh! I don’t like to; it hurts.” 

Aunt Pete arose and went across the hall into her own room. 
Soon she called: 

“Come in here, Billikins; I have something to show you.” 

This surprised Billikins, for his mother never expected him to 
walk about without assistance. But he made his way across the hall 
into the next room. 

“Here is a nice little chair in which you may sit by the window, 
and enjoy the view,” said his aunt. ““You can see only the street from 
your own window, but here you can see the pretty little park.” 

“It tires me to sit up very long—but how pretty the view is,” 
said Billikins, seating himself slowly and carefully. 

“You must get used to sitting up, so that it will not tire you,” 
said Aunt Pete, cheerfully. ‘““You are growing to be a big boy now. 
You do not expect to spend your life on a couch, do you? You must 
be getting ready to do something to help your mother.” 

“Why Aunt Pete! I am lame!” said Billikins, with big hurt 
eyes. “I can’t do anything for anybody. A lady came to see me 
one day, and she said that when I go to heaven, I will be strong and 
well. She could not see why God had afflicted me so.” 

“By the way, Billikins, what have you been doing to your poor 
geranium? I was looking at it last night, and you surely must have 
afflicted it pretty badly.” 

Bilhkins flushed guiltily. 

“T forget to water it, lots of times. I don’t do anything to it, 
Aunty; I just forget it.” 

“Oh! so it suffers because of something you don’t do? It only 
needs something it doesn’t get. Poor little flower! If it could only 
help itself! It is not like you, Billikins, who can get for yourself 
health and strength—only you don’t seem to know it.” 

“You talk so funny. No one else talks like that to me. The 
rest all feel sorry for me. 

“Do you like to have them feel sorry for you?” 

The boy thought a moment. 

“Of course, I would be awfully glad if I were so well and strong 
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that they wouldn’t need to feel sorry, but I am lame, and I do like 
people to care.” 

“Bring your geranium here, please.” 

Billy felt rather injured as he went after the plant. Aunt Pete 
never seemed to mind how hard it was for him to move about. His 
mother never asked him to do anything. 

His aunt brushed the dust from the leaves, and sprinkled the 
whole plant, wetting the roots well. 


(To be continued.) 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them.] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 

Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my All, I know no fear, 

Since God and Love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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THE GARDENER AND HIS HELPERS 


Louise M. 


“Tell us a story, Motheree,”’ said little Charles. “Make it a 
nice one, about flowers, and children.” 

“All right,”’ said Mother. “I'll make it just the nicest story you 
ever heard.” 

“Once upon a time there was a Gardener who took little plots 
of earth over all this big round globe of ours, and made them into little 
gardens. There were so many they almost covered the earth. How 
do you suppose he shaped them?” 

“Round, as the world,” said Charles. 

“Star-shaped >” asked George. 

“No,” said Mother, “he shaped them all.as hearts. Then he 
started to plow and to cultivate those little gardens; and what do you 
suppose he planted in them >?” 

“Flowers or vegetables, Motheree,”’ said little Charles. 

“Sweet peas, and forget-me-nots, and corn and tomatoes,” said 
George, who had now stopped his playing to listen to Mother’s story. 

“No,” said Mother, “that is what they usually plant in gardens, 
but this Gardener that I am telling you about, planted something else: 
He planted seeds entirely different from those. First, he planted seeds 
of life; they grew and grew, till a nice plant appeared. Then he 
planted seeds of health, love, kindness, holiness, plenty, joy, light, 
peace, truth, and all of those beautiful, fine things in life that are like 
the flowers. Then he planted service, willingness, obedience, courtesy, 
courage, wisdom, truthfulness, honesty, and all the needed things 
of life, that are like the vegetables. Then he watered them, and shed 
on them the sunshine of life. 

“Then He looked around for some helpers to help him grow all 
these little gardens, and where do you think he got them?” 

“T don’t know, Motheree,” said Charles and George together. 

“Well,” said Mother, “he picked out Charles and George and 
Bob and Florence and Joy—all the little boys and girls in all this 
world, and all the mammas and papas, to help him. These plants were 
watered, and they grew and grew. And with what do you think they 
were watered? ‘They were watered with all the kind, loving, good 
thoughts and words from all the people. 

““What else do you suppose grew?” Mother continued. 

“Weeds,” said George, now getting interested. 
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“Yes,” said Mother, “weeds, and they always will grow if one 
doesn’t pull them out quickly. And what are the weeds?” 

““Bad, mean thoughts and words,” said George. 

““Yes,”’ said Mother, “‘that is it. Whenever a little girl or little 
boy says an unkind word, or thinks an unkind thought, a weed springs 


“And now my babies must say The Prayer of Faith and go to bed.” 


up beside the flower of love. If that weed is not pulled out, love 
cannot grow. 

“Whenever a boy or girl says, ‘I feel sick,’ or, ‘I have a stomach- 
ache,’ an ugly weed grows beside the lovely flower of health. Pull 
the weeds up, little helpers, so that your flowers can grow. And when- 
ever you feel yourself about to say, ‘I don’t like so-and-so,’ put your 
hand over your mouth, and then say, ‘I am growing the flower of love 
and it must grow for so-and-so.” Whenever you feel as though you 
wanted to say, ‘I have a stomachache,’ or ‘I feel sick,’ say instead: ‘I 
am growing the flowers of health and life, and they are big, fine, and 
strong in my garden.” Then the ugly weed is uprooted.” 

“Oh, Motheree, that is a fine story. I think it is the best you’ve 
ever told,” said both George and Charles; “but who is the Gardener ?” 

“Why, dears,” said Mother, ““who do you think the Gardener 
is?” 
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“Well,” said George slowly, “I think he must be God and that 
his best helper was Jesus Christ. But, Motheree, I am glad he made 
us helpers, too, with Jesus.” 

“Yes, dear,” said Mother, “‘you are right, and I, too, am glad 
that he made us helpers, for to know we are his helpers brings us all 
close to him. You know, dears, he is all, and he made all that is, so 
those little seeds which he planted—life, love, health, kindness, joy, 
peace, and light—were made of himself. Where do you suppose the 
gardens are, in which he planted those little seeds made of himself?” 

“Right here in our hearts,” said fat little Charles, pointing his 
pudgy finger toward his heart. 

“You are right, dear,” said Mother. ‘‘You blessed little ones, 
how much you can teach us of understanding and faith. And now my 
babies must say The Prayer of Faith and go to bed.” 


FUNNY BUNNY 


Pretty eggs, all yellow, 
Blue and green and pink, 
Plain and striped and speckled, 
We found them—where do you think? 


Under shawls and cushions, 
Under beds and chairs, 

Some down in the cellar, 
Some away upstairs. 


These were in the stable 
Mixed with Bossy’s hay. 
What a funny Bunny 


To hide his eggs away! 
—Able Pleasant; Burnett’s Children’s Book. 
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GOD'S GIFT OF THE BUTTERFLY 


In this beautiful earth-home of ours, there are surprises for us 
on every hand; and some of the most marvelous come from the most 
commonplace-looking objects. A wonderful example of such surprises 
is given to us in the butterfly. 

What a charming story Mrs. Butterfly would tell us if she could 
speak. But most of Mother Nature’s children are silent, which is a 
good thing for us, because we are obliged to search for ourselves to 
discover their wonderful lessons. 

Many people spend their entire lifetime in living close to the heart 
of dear Mother Nature. Some choose to learn their lessons from the 
flowers, others from the insects, still others, like Dr. Long, prefer to 
learn from the animals. 

One natural science teacher has made a large and beautiful 
collection of butterflies from all parts of the world. For a time he 
lived next door to us, so I am well acquainted with him. Often he 


would go out into the wood in the evening, taking with him his break- 
fast and a little pail of molasses. He was so eager to learn about 
butterflies and their ways that he would stay out in the dark wood al! 
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night alone, watching the gorgeous night fliers, and painting the trees 
with molasses to coax the fliers near him, so that he could learn 
for himself and then give his knowledge to others. In the morning 


he would come home with hundreds of lovely night fliers. Some of 


these he kept for the college collection; others he sent in different 


directions all over the world in exchange for butterflies from other 
countries. He kindly allowed me to study his collection, and I made 
copies, in water colors, of some of the oddest and most rare specimens. 

I wonder if, whenever you see a butterfly, you think of the mar- 
velous change it has passed through, from a creeping caterpillar to a 
dainty flower on wings. And whenever you see a woolly caterpillar, 
I wonder if you think of its having come from the egg of a butterfly. 


The mamma butterfly always lays 
her eggs where there will be plenty of 
food for her babies—usually on the leaves 
of plants or trees. 

The caterpillar begins to eat as soon 
as it comes from the egg. It eats so fast 
and so much that in a short time it needs 
a larger dress, so it throws the old dress 
away and in its new one begins to eat 
again just as fast as ever. ‘There is so 
much eating to be done that the little crea- 
ture does not even have time to play or 
to do anything else. 

It has five different new dresses be- 
fore it grows to be a full-grown caterpil- 
lar. It is great fun to watch a caterpillar 
eat, because it has such a queer mouth 
and opens the mouth in such a funny way. The next time you see 
a caterpillar creeping along, just open your bright eyes and see 
if the one you have found is like the one I have found. There are 
many different kinds, you know. They even make their rest rooms 
as different as can be. Some of them make a little silk bag called a 
cocoon; others cover themselves with just a little wrapping like a 
tiny silk blanket; others, after they have stopped eating, fasten them- 
selves up somewhere, a covering forms all over the body, and they stay 
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shut up safely in this covering (the chrysalis state) until wings have 
grown. Then the perfect butterfly comes out. 

Now to return to my caterpillar. The body is made up of thirteen 
rings, the first one being the head. Sometimes caterpillars have horns. 
Perhaps yours has; mine has not. On the lower side 
of the head isthe mouth. The eyes of my caterpillar 
can be seen only through a magnifying glass. The 
body is covered by a thin skin which lies in wrinkled 
folds, allowing it to twist and turn in any direction. 
On the lower side of each ring of the body, except 
the second, the third, and the last, there is found on 
each side a small round opening through which the 
caterpillar breathes. On each of the first three 
rings of its body is a pair of legs, each of which ends 
ina sharp claw. ‘There are also four more pairs 
of legs on the under side of the rings, from the sixth 
to the ninth, and there is another pair on the very last ring. 

Some caterpillars stay in their little rest rooms longer than others. 
In the chrysalis some stay all winter and then come out as butterflies 
in the springtime. The little white butterflies stay in their rest rooms 
only a few days. The most wonderful part of our story is that al- 
though a caterpillar went to sleep in the chrysalis, it awoke as a 
butterfly. 

Now let us look at the butterfly. It doesn’t look much like a 
caterpillar, does it? It has four wings, six legs,’ large eyes that can 
see in many direc- 
tions, two antennal 
feelers, and three di- 
visions of the body. 
The rings about the 
abdomen are all that 
remind us of our old 
friend the caterpillar. 
Instead of eating 
coarse leaves, this 
dainty creature feeds 
upon the morning 
dew and the honey from the blossoms. The butterfly has a wonderful 
tongue which is like a long tube. With this it is able to reach into the 
deepest flowers. When not sipping honey, the butterfly curls its tongue 
up out of sight. We love to see these pretty creatures floating off in 
the sunshine and they love to be in the sunshine. 
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One season our neighbors had cabbages growing in their garden. 
Every day I noticed that hovering over the cabbages were hundreds 
of white butterflies. I went into the garden one day and found on 
the cabbages many little eggs and many little green caterpillars. I 
asked the lady if I might remove some of the little green fellows to 
another place. She thought that she could spare a few, so I procured 
a wooden cracker box, and in it placed several cabbage leaves con- 
taining in all about 
sixty caterpillars. I 
then covered the 
open side of the box 
with mosquito netting 
and took the box to 
kindergarten so that 
the children there 
could enjoy the 
beautiful lesson that 

I knew was sure to 
unfold. In a few days the mosquito netting was removed and there 
came forth from the box more than half a hundred airy, fairy butter- 
flies. The change came about because the little creatures had lived 
faithfully and well each day, and had accepted trustingly all that that 
day had brought. And while the butterflies went flitting from flower to 
flower, sipping honey which God had placed there for them, the chil- 
dren were eagerly receiving the glorious lesson which God’s white 
messengers had to bring. 
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THE RAINY DAY 


Eunice LyNcH (12 years) 
Atlantic City, N. J. 


Alice sat by the window, feeling very miserable. It was raining 
outside, and she disliked rainy days. Then too, it was the day of the 
church picnic, and why did it have to rain? 

Alice had no reason to sit and complain for she could hear her 
mother and brothers playing in the next room. And at her feet lay 
a box of paints, two magazines, and a book, gifts from four aunts. 

Her five aunts had spent the previous day with her mother. 
Upon leaving, each aunt had promised to send her a gift. Four of 
the gifts had come. Alice was bitterly disappointed with her gifts, 
for she had expected something very nice. But what could she ex- 
pect from her aunts, who did not understand children? 

Her fifth aunt, who was very young, had not sent her a gift yet. 
Alice felt sure that she would send her something nice. This was the 
reason that she was watching for the postman, who was now appearing 
around the corner. 

Alice was at the door when he got there. He handed her a small, 
light package. 

“This must be the present from my fifth aunt,” sighed Alice. 
“Tt is not very big, but precious things come in small packages.” 

The gift was a small magazine called Wee Wisdom. 

“Oh! dear,” she said, “‘only another stupid magazine.” 

Ass she chrew it upon the floor, the pages flew open, and her eyes 
met these words: 

Every day I try to do, 
Just as God would have me to. 


When at night I go to rest, 
I feel that I have done my best. 


Was she doing as God would have her do? When she went 
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to bed, could she feel that she had done her best? How could she 
learn to do right? 

Perhaps Wee Wisdom could teach her, she thought, as she 
picked it up and read it through. After that, she received Wee 
Wisdom every month, and it taught her many things. 
Alice was not sulky any more, but always did right. 


NIGHT 
MarTHA SCHNEIDER 


The robin sings a good-night song, 

While the shadows fall, dark and long; 
Then twilight softly falls, 

And from the darkness the whippoorwill calls. 


Then the firefly lights its lamp, 
And the grass with dew is damp. 
While the moon comes out so bright, 


And the stars twinkle, all through the night. 


Now the east is rosy red, 
The sun has risen from its bed. 

The stars twinkle, then vanish from sight, 
For it is no longer night. 


THE LOST RING 


JACQUELINE FLANAGAN 
Torreon, Coah., Mex. 


One day, a little girl named Mabel, was playing with some 
little girls. They were having a picnic and had just finished eating 
and began playing tag. As Mabel started home, she looked down 
at her hand and saw that her ring was gone. She said: 

““My ring is gone. What shall I do>” 

So they went back and looked all around, but they did not find it. 

“T know what I shall do,”” Mabel said. 

She went behind a tree and asked God to help her find the ring. 
She looked again and found the ring in the grass where they had been 
sitting. 

That night, Mabel said to her mother: 

“Do you believe in God?” 
And her mother said: “Yes.” 


i 
i 
7 
t 


WEE WISDOM 


BE CONTENT 


PAUL SLAUGHTER 
Athens, Ga. 


There was once a boy named Oscar. He was a handsome boy, 
_ his face was marred by a frown. He was dissatisfied over some- 

ing. 

He lived in a homely little cottage. In it was plain but good- 
looking furniture. The floor was bare except for a few mats scattered 
about. It did not have electric lights, but it had pretty little oil lamps. 

This lad had a good mother and a good father; he had plenty of 
wholesome food; yet he was not satisfied. He longed for a gun, for 
roller skates, and for many other things that give joy to boys. His 
parents could not give him what he wanted. 

One night, as he lay between the soft, white sheets of his bed, 
he had a dream. He dreamed that a little boy, not unlike himself, 
was lying on a doorstep, trying to get a little sleep after a hard day’s 
work. He was a little newsboy who sold a few papers every day to 
make his living. He had no home, nor parents, nor any one to depend 
upon for a living. He had to earn his bread before he ate it, yet he was 
happy that the weather was fine and that his health was good. 

e next morning Oscar was awakened by a gentle shake from 
his mother. He jumped up, dressed, and felt satisfied over his wealth: 
parents, a good home, and Wee Wisdom. 


GOD'S PRESENCE 


SHIRLEY M. PoNEDEL 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


God is with us as we walk, 
God is with us when we talk, 
God is with us at our play, 
God is with us all the day. 


GOD IN A GARDEN 


Selected by EMity WELCH 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I walked in a garden and God was there. 
He smiled down at me from the lips of a rose; 
He wasn’t impressive as one should suppose, 

I did not bow down nor offer a prayer, 

But stood very still on the tips of my toes, 

And smiled back at God, where he hid in a rose. 
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THE SONG OF THE WHEAT 
Selected by DoroTHY JOHNSON 


Back of the bread, the snowy flour; 
Back of the flour, the mill; 

Back of the mill, the growing wheat 
That nods on the breezy hill. 


Over the wheat, the glowing sun 
Ripening the heart of the grain. 

Above the sun, the gracious God 
Sending the sunlight and rain. 


A TRUE STORY 
ALICE RUTH 


Kenneth attended a Unity Sunday school in the far West. 
When the time came for the children to tell how they had used Truth 
to help them in time of need, Kenneth said: 

“Our teacher gave us a verse to recite next day at school. I 
thought she would have us say it in the afternoon, but she called for 
it in the morning before I had learned mine. Two or three others re- 
cited before my turn came and I didn’t want to miss, so I said, “God’s 
will be done in me,’ and I listened to the others. When the teacher 
called on me I said every word right.” 


Dear Lord, thou art the truth 
we think, 
The life and health of food 


and drink. 


TABLE 
BLESSING 
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LESSONS FOR 
$25 YOUNG STUDENTS 
[MELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN 


CONCENTRATION 


Have you ever set paper afire with a sunglass? 

If you have, you know that the glass is so made as to draw the 
sun heat to a point, and in this way ignite the paper. Drawing the 
sun heat to a point is called concentrating the sun’s rays. 

We can concentrate our thoughts. By the concentration of 
thought, a flame of understanding is lit in the mind. By concentration 
we can receive more understanding on any subject than we can receive 
without concentration. The sun’s rays will not set the paper afire 
unless they are focused upon it. 

There is always greater light where there is concentration. If 
we think in a lazy way about our lessons, we do not get much from 
them. But if we turn all the power of our minds upon them, if we 
concentrate upon them, a light is kindled in our minds, and we come 
really to understand them. ‘They will tell us about themselves. 

We should concentrate upon our studies one at a time, and hold 
our minds on that one until we get the light. If the sunglass is held on 
one piece of paper for a minute, and then switched to another paper 
for ten seconds, neither paper is set afire. This means that while we 
are trying to concentrate on our music we should not let our thoughts 
switch over to arithmetic or some other subject. We should con- 
centrate on music, then perhaps on arithmetic, then perhaps on geog- 
raphy. 

One at a time, is the successful way. We shall have the light of 
understanding in all our lessons, if we will concentrate upon each one 
as its time comes. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FouLks 


Dear W ees—Should you not like to see, hanging all in a row, the 
many workbags that the Busy Sunbeams made last month? There 
would be a lot of them, I know. If there are any of you Wees who 
have not yet made this useful bag, suppose you find the March Wee 
Wisdom and get busy right now! You will need it when you start 
the pretty work that you are to learn in this lesson. Between the times 
of working, this little bag will be ready to hold your work and to 
keep it fresh and clean. 

You remember that we have had several lessons on crocheting, 
and that you have learned about filet lace. Now we shall do some 
more filet crochet. ‘This time it will be a bigger and harder piece, but 
that doesn’t bother us, does it> We are bigger and wiser than we were 
when we had that other lesson. 

This time we shall make a yoke for a “nightie.” You may make 
it either of light blue or of pink crochet cotton, number 50. If you 
make it very nice indeed, I believe that mother will get you some 
pretty, soft material of the same color to make the “nightie.” Try it 
and see. 

Get your crochet hook—size 10 or size 12 will be right—and 
make a chain of 47 sts. Turn and make one double crochet—dc we 
write it—in the ninth ch from the hook. Yes, you throw the cotton 


| 
(7 | 
>). 
Wiel 
| 
iS 
‘ 
| 
| 


WEE WISDOM 27 


over the hook once for this stitch, and crochet the loops off two at a 
time. Make two ch, and make another dc in the third ch from the 
last used. This makes two sp. Now make these sp the same way to 
the end of the ch. There should be fourteen in all. This finishes the 
first row. 

Second row: Ch 5, turn and make one sp on each sp of the first 
row, ch 5; turn. 

Third row: Six sp, then make two dc under the next sp, one de 
on next dc, two de under next sp, one dc gm 
on next dc. This makes two blocks, writ- [4 
ten bl. Make five sp, then | bl, made of HA 
four dc on the end, ch 3, turn. 

Can you find where you are working, ae 
on Diagram 1? Yes, you crochet each 
time just to the heavy line, where you see 
the arrow. Rows |, 2, 3, and 4 are a 
marked, and we shall watch as we make [ta 
the fourth row. First we shall make the 
block over by the heavy line by skipping 
the first dc, then make one dc on the next 
three dc. Count the + 
spaces—yes, four of F111 met 4 
them—then one bl 


on a sp, two bl on the as 
second bl, one b! on 

a sp. Count the 
spaces—yes, five— wa 
then five ch, and S 


turn. I believe you [4+ | 

can work right on by == 
the pattern now, cro- Diag Gary 
cheting to the end of L 
it, then crocheting right back to the first row again, breaking the cotton. 
This makes the back of the yoke and it has on it five of the little 
flowers, as we will call them. 

Now we shall make the sides. Tie your cotton to the corner of 
the sp by the arrow, and make five ch, one dc in the next de to make 
one sp, then make one more sp, two bl of seven dc right on the side of 
the second bl, six sp, two bl, two sp, ch five; turn. Now let us make 
a whole row of spaces, fourteen of them, and after making five ch 
and turning, we shall make the third row. Count the sp—yes, 6 of 
them—then two bl, and six sp again. This will be easy, for it is just like 
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the back. First finish the flower to the end of the diagram, then make 
three more of these little flowers, which finishes one side. Make another 
side on the other end 
of the yoke, and your 

yoke will look like a 

square with one side 
left off. 

We shall finish 

the yoke all around 

with a little edge. 

Starting at any cor- 

ner, fasten the cotton 

and make two single 

| crochet under the sp. 

. Do not throw your 

D ag Yram cotton over for this st. 

Make one sc on the 

dc, and repeat this for four sp. Ch 4, put your hook down in the top 

of the last sc, take up the cotton on it and pull it right through the loop 

on the hook. We call this a picot (pronounced “pe ko,”’ and just the 

letter p stands for it). Finish all around the yoke with these sc and 

a p every fifth sp. The yoke may be stitched to the cloth on this 

edge, then the cloth cut away, leaving enough to make a tiny hem. 
Diagram 2 shows how the yoke is to be put on the “nightie.”’ 

The sleeves may have a tiny hem, then two rows of spaces cro- 
cheted right in the hem and finished on the edge with the sc and p, 
like the yoke. Run a narrow ribbon in the rows of spaces of the yoke 
next to the neck and tie in the front. The ribbon also may be run in 
one of the rows of spaces of the sleeves and tied on the tops of the 
sleeves in a pretty little bow. 

When the “nighties” are all finished and ready to wear, would it 
not be fun to have a promenade of Wees some night? And what a fine 
sleep we would have afterward, “clothed safely round with infinite 
_ and wisdom!” Do not ever forget to say this before you go to 
sleep. 

Good night, dear Wees. May angels guard you and protect 
you, the whole night through. 
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ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you. I say The Prayer of Faith; it helps me 
very much. I said The Prayer of Faith when we had a language test and I 
received a very good grade.—Patricia McMenus. 

Dear Wees—My school work is much improved since I asked your prayers. 
Arithmetic seems much easier, and my English is perfect.—Ophelia Neely. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want you to know that you have helped me in my 
school work and to stop stammering. I am organizing a Booster Club.— 
Avery Thornton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a subscriber to your delightful publication, and 
I enjoy it immensely. A love offering will come to you very soon when I| open 
my bank. I attend the New Thought Sunday school.—Paul Fletcher. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—The November number is only the second copy 
we have had, but my brother and sisters and I are already looking forward 
to its coming. Mother reads both Weekly Unity and Unity, and sometimes 
I read them. I have learned from the other Wees’ letters that there was a 
music page in the August number. Why can’t we always have one? [ like 
“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and would like to have read all of it. 
The story of “Rose” is the best that I have read by a young author.—/eanne 
LaF orge. 


BOOSTER 
1,0 
t 


30 WEE WISDOM 


Dear Secretary—I enjoyed reading your letters. I like Young Authors, 
Booster Club, Home Tots and Busy Sunbeams, best. I know The Prayer of 
Faith. Rosamond Jones. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you for only a short time but I think 
you are very interesting. I like best ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” 
and The Prayer of Faith. They help me to understand and to be good.—Helen 
Ullmann. 

Dear Unity—I like you from cover to cover. I like ‘““The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key,”” best.—T homas Fox. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am six years old. I want to be a Booster. I - 
like Puzzle Page best—DeW itt Page, jr. 

Dear Unity—I am nine years old, and I have earned the money to fill 
my prosperity bank. I cannot get along without Wee Wisdom. I love the 
Magic Pillows, and we study the Bible Lessons every Sunday. I would like 
to have another bank.—Andre Schubert. 

Dear Wees—I have been reading Wee Wisdom for some months, and I 
think it is beautiful to instill into our young minds the truths it gives us. As 
we grow older we shall be more and more thankful to the dear workers of 
Unity. I shall be glad to hear from the little Wees. I send my prayers to all 
of you.—C. D. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like The Prayer of Faith and the story, “He, 
She, and It.”,-—Olivia Robinson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I say The Prayer 
of Faith every morning and evening —Mary Monley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like best, “He, She, and 
It,”” Puzzle Page, and Bible Lessons.—Dick Annand. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I like the Booster Club, 
Young Authors, and “‘He, She, and It,’’ best.—Jean Kingsbury 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom. I like best, ““The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and the songs and the poems. I learned one 
of Wee Wisdom’s blessings, which I say at the table-—Frances Ragaiz. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you. I enjoy all your stories, but I like best, 
“*The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”-—Frances Zimmer. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like to read your stories. I have memorized The 
Prayer of Faith—Charlotie Lee. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom. Here is a poem I wrote: 

Wee Wisdom’s stories, puzzles, poems, and prayers, 
Free me from my schoolbook cares. 
And when it’s read I dream it o’er, 
And wait for the postman to bring one more. 
—Adelaide Biggane. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We enjoy you very much; we hardly can wait until 
_ month for the next copy. I love the story, “He, She, and It.”—Hazel 

ider. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I just love to read Wee Wisdom. I like best, “Peter 
and the Turtle.”’ I find the story, ““He, She, and it,” very interesting.—Caroline 
Tarrant. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We like Wee Wisdom very much. We wish it came 
every week instead of every month. Mother takes Weekly Unity. The Prayer 
of Faith hangs on our living room wall; we say it every night—Fulagene, 


Martha, Mary, Homer, and Barbara Asgler. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love Wee Wisdom and am sending $] for it for 
1923. I can hardly wait for Wee Wisdom to come.—Eunice Smith. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom. I like the Bible 
Lessons, Magic Pillows, and Booster Club, best. I say The Prayer of Faith 
every night.—J/ris Page. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much, and wish to have 
it another year. I like ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ very much.— 
Helen Wisdom. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My love for you increases every day. My little 
sister and my little brother are learning your beautiful lessons, too. You have 
made us better children.— Fannie Scretchings. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister has been taking you for some time, and we 
all enjoy you very much. I like all the stories, poems, and Wee letters. I am 
eagerly awaiting the next Wee Wisdom.—Florence Cowles. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Wee Wisdom very much. Here is a little 
verse I wrote: 

I have a nice big dog. 
He likes to run and play, 
But when the gate is open 
He likes to run away. 
—Edna Shestek. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to tell you how much I like you. Ev- 
ery month I watch the mail like a hawk, till you come. I was very glad to 
renew my subscription to you. I never will be able to thank enough the lady 
who subscribed for Wee Wisdom for me. Mother gets Weekly Unity and we 
all enjoy it— Betty Brown. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My aunt Margaret gave you to me. I love you. 
I like Bible Lessons and Lessons for Young Students, best.—Madeline Cleaver. 

DEMONSTRATIONS 

Dear Wees—I have been taking Wee Wisdom since its first birthday; 
I enjoy it very much. I like best ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ Peter 
Pan, and Young Authors. My dog was poisoned and given up to die, but 
he was quickly healed by The Prayer of Faith. He has been well ever since. 
—Delphine M. Kendall. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you and all the Wees. When I was sick 
I said The Prayer of Faith, and I got well. When I have no spare time in 
which to read Wee Wisdom, I take it to school and the teacher reads it to 
the children.—Grace E. Willey. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I feel much better since reading Wee Wisdom. The 
Prayer of Faith has helped me greatly in my arithmetic. I am very grateful 
for your help.—Martha Knoble. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When I am puzzled in school I say The Prayer 
of Faith, and my problem is solved right away.—Ruth Johnston. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am delighted with you. One day I was sick, but I 
= faith in God and he cured me. I like Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks.—Louise 

reen. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Msy sister was sick today. I read you to her and she 
now is very much better. She enjoys you.—Elizabeth Price. 

Dear Wees—Your prayers have helped me wonderfully in my studies. 
I like to read the Bible stories; I like very much the story about the rich man and 
Lazarus. I shall teach one of the blessings to my little brother—Crace Sallters. 
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My dear Unity and Wees—I have been praying to God to help me with 
my school, and he has helped me. I am at home Saturdays and I| help Mother. 
On Sundays I go to Sunday school.—Eleanor V. Maxwell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have been a great help to me. My sisters and 
brothers love you, too. Our mother reads Wee Wisdom to us. It makes us 
happy and helps me to get my lessons.—Francis Swann. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 

Ralph Beardsley; Helen Ward; Ruby, Dorothea, and Velma Weber; 
Ruth North; Eunice Smith; Sheila Diggle; Isabelle Fahsbender; Marjorie 
Trafelet; Margaret Gardner; Esther Gregory; Rowena Preston; Martha Guice; 
Sarah Calloway; Loretta Soderberg; Florence Whistler; Peter A. McCabe; 
Elliott Buzzell; Minerva Marsh; Betty Hoblit; Marie Merrill; C. B. Martin, 
jr.; Clara Tillman; Muriel A. Tomlin; Malcolm Hofin; Audrey Eils; June 
Hamblin; Rosalie and Marjorie Snider; Mary and Edwin Sterett; Alice 
Worsley; Evelyn, Richard, and Brooke Dolph; Frances Waugh; Edward 
Johnson; Helen Wilson; Theodore Hedden; Wilma and Doris Logan; Alice 
Brayn; Katherine Martinson; Jean McCochren; Charlotte Howe; Richard 
Smith; Dorothy, Bernard, and Phyllis Hatsing; Gladys Carlson; Kathleen 
Hand; Margaret Orr; Gwendolyn Jones; Eugene Moore. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 

Isabelle Kay, Lomo Alto, Tex.; Ophelia Neely, 2018 Colfax st., 
Evanston, IIl.; Rodney M. Wegener, 24 Carlton st., Rosefield, Adelaide, S. 
Australia; Alice Jaccard, 1860 New ave., Wilmar sta., Los Angeles, Calif. ; 
Mildred Stanley, Lacon, Ill.; Nettie Dow, 385 Shawmut ave., Boston, Mass. ; 
Alicia Morrow, 1612 Rose Villa st., Pasadena Calif.; Audrey Ejils, 125 E. 
35th st., Brooklyn, Flatbush, N. Y.; Evelyn Peacher, box 58, Fort Cobb, 
Okla.; Elizabeth Price, 2783 Marion ave., Bronx, New York, N. Y.; Bernice 
Foster, box 194, Los Alamos, Calif.; Mildred Lyons, Sparland, IIl.; Sheila 
Diggle, RFD route 3, Kempstead, L. I., N. Y.; Raymond Abbott, 92 Chestnut 
st., E. Lynn, Mass.; Gwendolyn Jones, box 240, Dawson, Yukon, Canada; 
a Larsen, RFD route 5, Nampa, Idaho; Frances Ragatz, Prairie du Sac, 

is. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 

Karene Willsey, school work; Jack Hamblin, school work; Audrey Eils, 
health for mother; Marietta Platt, health; Charles Edelblute, school work; 
Dorothy L. Yates, health and school work; Mildred Lyonds, school work and 
harmony in home; Bert Parker, vision; Velma Weber, music and school work; 
John Abel, health for father; Edna Morris, school work; Meryl Meadows, 
health for grandmother; Nolon Naibber, health for sister and brother; Lena 
E. Miller, health and school work; Rowena Preston, health and school work; 
Loretta Soderberg, vision, health, and school work; Isabelle Kay, health; 
Eleanore Morrow, health for grandmother; Frances Waugh, school work; Ethel 
Lackenby, arithmetic; Elizabeth Reek, health; Ophelia Neely, Ophelia’s health 
and mother’s hearing; Mary Wadds, school work; Christine S. Kipper, health 
and school work; Patricia McMenus, school work and father’s health; Mildred 
Stanley, history; Josephine Batcher, health; Ventie Miller, school work and 
health; Effie Learmonth; school work; Sarah DeGout, health for father; Mildred 
Waugh, school work; Allan Sherlock, health and prosperity for father. 
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Lesson 4, ApRiIL 22, 1923. 
MOSES: LIBERATOR AND LAWGIVER.—Ex. 14:10, 13-22. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Fear ye not, stand still, and see the salvation of 
Jehovah.—Ex. 14:13. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The children of Israel had been living for a long time in Egypt, 
which we understand to mean “the land of darkness.” Darkness is lack 
of knowing, and because they had been living in darkness, the Israelites 
were the servants or the slaves of the Egyptians. No one can be free 
who does not live in the light of God’s understanding. 

But all of God’s children, if they seek, will find a leader who will 
lead them out of darkness into the light. The children of Israel found 
Moses, a man who loved and obeyed God. We today find Jesus Christ, 
who is the light of the world. 

Sometimes, on our way out of the land of ignorance, we meet things 
that seem hard to overcome. We may have been thinking wrong thoughts 
about God, about ourselves, and about other people; if we have done 
that, these thoughts are all around us like a great sea. 

If we forget our leader when this great sea rises in front of us, we 
become frightened, because we can look back and see the darkness of 
ignorance (the Egyptians) close behind us, and there seems to be no way 
to escape from it and get out into the light. 

In such times our leader always tells us to fear not; to stand still and 
let the Lord save us. When we obey this command, the sea of doubts 
and troubles disappears before us, and we pass through into the light of 
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understanding. The wrong thoughts that we formerly had in our minds 
are left behind and are swallowed up, so that there is not one remaining. 
Every thought of fear and of ill will and of disease will disappear when 
we follow our leader’s sayings and just be still, and listen for the Lord. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Do we ever find ourselves in the land of Egypt (darkness) >? 

Have we a way to get out of this land? 

Have we a leader? Who? 

What are we to do when a sea of fear and doubt is all around us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ will be still and listen for the salvation of the 
Lord. 
MEMORY VERSE 


I want to learn of God until 
I have no thought of fear; 
I want to learn to just be still 


And know that God is near. 


Lesson 5, AprRIL 29, 1923. 
RUTH, THE FAITHFUL DAUGHTER.—Ruth 1:14-22. 


GOLDEN TExXT—Thy people shall be my people, and thy God my 
God.—Ruth 1:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


It is always beautiful to see one person show a great love for another. 
The story of Ruth’s love for Naomi reminds us that we can have a great 
love in our hearts for God, because we know that all love is a part of 
God’s love. Our love for God always should be greater than the love we 
have for any person. 

Naomi thought that it might be wise for Ruth to stay in her own 
land where she had friends, but Ruth’s love for Naomi was so great that 
she was willing to give up everything else if she could be with Naomi. 

This is always true when a great love comes into the heart. We no 
longer think about ourselves or the things that we should like to do; we 
think only of those we love. We want to be near them and to help them 
and to do nice things for them. 

So it is when God comes tapping at our hearts and teaches us to love 
him. We are glad to leave all other things and our only wish is to stay 
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close to God always. We feel that God’s people are our people, and we 
want to be with them, to help them and to cheer them. 

Love of God in our hearts keeps us happy and healthy; it makes us 
want to serve him and all his children. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the most beautiful thing in the world? 

Can we love God more than we can love people? 

Should we be willing to give up everything to show our love for God? 
How do we show our love for our parents? 


LEsson THOUGHT—! will love God with all my heart and will be a 
faithful child to him. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I want to be with those I love, 
Wherever they may go; 

I'll do what they would have me do, 
Because I love them so. 


Lesson 6, May 6, 1923. 
SAMUEL: JUDGE AND PROPHET.—1 Sam. 12:1-5, 20-25. 


GoLDEN TExT—Only fear Jehovah, and serve him in truth with all 
your heart; for consider how great things he hath done for you.—| Sam. 


12:24. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 
Each of us must be able to feel that he has pleased God. When 


Samuel was ready to give up his work of leading the people of Israel, he 
was glad to feel that he always had tried to please them and at the same 
time had asked God what he was to do. Sometimes we feel that we want 
to please those around us, and we forget to keep close to God and let him 
lead us in helping other people. 

That is not the way Samuel did. He talked to God about the things 
the people asked for, and if God thought it unwise for the people to 
have the things for which they had asked, Samuel always did as God 
thought best. 

The life of Samuel and his words in this lesson remind us that we 
should pray for those whom we love. We may think that the deeds they 
do are not right in the sight of God, but we can see the good that God 
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will do for them if they will only obey, and then we should keep on 
praying for them. 

It is a wonderful thing to feel that we have been given to God when 
we are young, as Samuel was. Each of us can give himself to God, and 
God will bless us and keep us in all that we do. Samuel did not know 
when he was a little boy that he was to become a great leader, but when 
God called him he answered: “Speak; for thy servant heareth.”” God is 
always calling to us to show us how to do his work in the world, and we 
always should be ready to answer him. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Can we help those around us by praying for them? 

If we ask him, will God help us to please people and to do what is 
right for them? 

Does God call us to do his work? 


How can we give ourselves to God? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—When God calls me, I will say: “Speak, for 
thy servant heareth.” 


MEMORY VERSE 
When God has work and calls me, 


From my slumber I will wake; 
“Speak, for thy servant heareth,” 
Is the answer I will make. 


Lesson 7, May 13, 1923. 
DAVID, THE POET-KING.—1I Sam. 16:1-13. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Surely goodness and lovingkindness shall follow me 
all the days of my life-—Psalms 23:6. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 
When we think of the children of Israel, we think about the thoughts 


we have, because to us the Israelites stand for thoughts very much as 
Abraham stands for faith. In the Bible God tells us about the Israelites 
because by learning about them we learn to think better thoughts. 

For a long time the people of Israel had a king who thought a great 
deal about war; we remember that Samuel warned them that Saul would 
be a warlike king. This means that among the thoughts we have we may 
think some thoughts of quarreling and of anger. When we let thoughts of 
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this kind rule over our thinking, it is not pleasing to God, and he tries to 
give our thoughts another kind of ruler. 

David was a man of love. He wrote beautiful songs, and he was 
strong because of his love for God. When God sees that we have 
thoughts of quarreling he teaches us to have so many love thoughts that they 
will rule all our other thoughts. So when we hear of David's being 
anointed king over Israel we are reminded that we should give our love 
thoughts to God so that he will make them rulers over all our thinking. 

When Jesse’s elder sons passed before Samuel that he might pick 
out the one who was to be the new king over Israel, at first Samuel thought 
that the eldest son would make a good king because he was so big and 
strong. But God was not looking for just a big or just a strong man; the 
king must be one who had love in his heart. We learn that our loving 
thoughts are biggest and strongest and can best rule over our minds. We 
must look into our hearts, as God looks, so that we shall find the loving 
thoughts. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What do the children of Israel make us think of in ourselves? 
Does God want us to be ruled by thoughts of war? 

What kind of thoughts should rule our minds? 

Where should we look to find loving thoughts ? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ will think of love and will let love rule all 
my _ thoughts. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The deepest thoughts within my heart 
Before the Lord I'll bring; 

My angry thoughts he’ll set apart, 
And love shall be crowned king. 
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YOUR GARDEN 


Mary, Mary, quite contrary— 
How does your garden grow? 

I think the person who wrote that old nursery rime must have 
known very little about gardens; otherwise he would have known that 
if Mary really were contrary, her garden would not grow well at all. 
Perhaps he knew better but could not resist riming Mary with con- 
trary. It is a very good rime, you know. The last two lines of the 
verse are so pretty and so interesting that they make us willing to for- 
give the first two. 

With silver bells and cockleshells, 

And pretty maids all in a row. 
Isn’t that musical? No wonder the rime lives. I do not know just 
what all those things are that are mentioned in the rime, but I have 
painted a very fine picture of it in my mind—and my Mary does not 
look at all contrary. 

Speaking of gardens, have you planted yours? It is very easy 
to plant gardens. We like to spade the rich earth and plant the seed 
in rows. But some of us stop right there. We seem to lose interest 
and leave the rest of the gardening to nature—although we are willing 
to gather the vegetables or flowers when they are grown. If there is 
nothing to gather, we feel cheated. 

When we plant a garden we form a partnership with nature. From 
the time of preparing the ground, through the planting and the growing, 
we must do our part if we expect results. When the vegetable and 
the flower plants come peeping out of the ground, the weeds come also. 
We must pull or hoe them out, that our plants may have plenty of 
space, sunshine, and air. If the season is dry, we must give our 
gardens water. Think how uncomfortable we should be if we went 
without water for days. We must love our gardens enough to help 
them to grow. Some of the plants may survive even if neglected, for 
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nature always does her best. I have seen tomato plants grow and bear 
when they were almost hidden by weeds. The fruit was small, how- 
ever. Such a garden would not be the joy that a well-cared-for row 
of plants loaded with large red tomatoes would be. It is well to 
plant carefully in straight rows. Careful planting not only makes 
the work easier, but helps the garden to present a fine appearance later 
on. 

It makes little difference what you plant. Choose the things that 
you like best, whether they be flowers, fruits, vegetables, or a mixture. 

A boy told me not long ago that he intended to plant all tomatoes 
this year. He said that they were easy to gather, that it did not take 
long to gather enough for dinner. I asked him if he would like to eat 
nothing but tomatoes all summer. 

“Oh, Daddy will have other things in his garden,” he replied. 

“Suppose Daddy decided to plant only squashes, because they 
are easy to gather?” I suggested. 

The boy has decided to have a variety of vegetables in his gar- 
den, after all. 

Whether or not you plant vegetable gardens this year, I know of 
a garden which each of you will have. It is the thought garden 
which you plant daily and hourly in your minds. The same kind of 
treatment which makes good vegetable gardens will make good thought 
gardens. Choose the seeds carefully ; plant only true thoughts; nourish 
them; pull out all weeds. 

Contrary Marys—or Jimmies, either—cannot be successful gar- 
deners. Both outer gardens and inner gardens require love, and con- 
trary people are those who will not let God’s love express through 
them. 

If we tend our gardens with love, no one need ask: “How 
does your garden grow?” Every one will know by the fruits and 
flowers in our outer gardens and the health and joy from our inner 
gardens that 


Jane and Mary, likewise Harry, 
Wonderful gardens grow. 
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A RANCE'S DURST: | 


THE DREAM LADY 


GRACE WALLACE 
Each night, I journey in my dreams across the stormy sea, 
And visit with strange people, who are kind and talk with me; 
I enter great dim temples in the land of cherry bloom, 
And all the time I’m traveling, I stay right in my room! 
Once, I saw a cunning lady ride along a winding street, 
In a gaily swaying rickshaw, behind the twinkling feet 
Of a strong, swift-running coolie, as he trotted in the gloom 
Of the perfumed eucalyptus, while I dreamed within my room. 
Again, I saw her standing in amber soft twilight, 
All wrapped round by a mantle of the cherry blossoms white; 
The playful breezes in her hair cast spangled, petaled bloom; 
She smiled at me and kissed me—dreaming safe within my room. 
Last night with her I visited a great bazaar of things: 
Fans, kimonos of green and gold, fantastic blazoned rings, 
Droll dolls and silken slippers—I’m going to sleep quite soon, 
So lovely dreams can come right in, and float about my room! 
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ANSWERS TO MARCH PUZZLES 
Abel (a bell) ; Herod (he rod); Thomas (tom mass) ; Jacob 


(jay cob); Samson (Sam son). 


FIVE-LETTER WORD SQUARE 
That which we have in God. 


One of Washington’s generals who was not true. 
That which we are all seeking. 

A path up a mountainside. 

A common word of greeting. 


= 


Add vowels to the following letters, divide into words, and make 
a beautiful statement by Jesus: 


TS 
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THE EASTER RABBIT 


One morning when Daddy came in from 
doing the chores, he told us that he had seen 
a rabbit hopping along by the garden fence. 

Mother said that she had seen a rabbit out 
there, and Buddy said that he had seen the 
same rabbit. They all thought that it was the 


Easter rabbit looking fora place to make a nest. 


When Saturday came, Daddy went to town 
and took me with him. I wanted Buddy to go 


too, but he said that he would stay at home and 
help Mother with the work. 


At night, when we were at supper, Buddy 
said that he had seen the rabbit again. | 


The next morning was Easter. As soon as 


breakfast was over, we all went out to look for 


the rabbit's nest. 
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Buddy went one way, Mother went an- 
other, and Daddy went another. They told me 
to go over toward the fence where there were 
some rosebushes. They said that Easter rab- 
bits like such places. 


I went, and there was the nest. 

It had one green egg, one red egg, some 
spotted eggs, and some eggs that had pictures 
on them. I carried the eggs into the house, in 
my apron. 

Buddy said that it was all right for me to 
take the eggs, because the nest had been built 


close to the house, just for me. 
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Buds are bursting, fields are thirsting; 


“Give us rain,” they call. 
Lightning quivers, thunder shivers, 


Huge the drops that fall. 


April showers bring May flowers, 
So the saying goes. 


Ducklings waddle, talking twaddle : 


“This will wet our toes.” 
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Little fishes making wishes, 
Say: “We'll have it rain.” 
What a soaking!" frogs are croaking, 
Down the pasture lane. 


Streams are swelling, robbins yelling: 
“Isn't this a treat!" 
Children muddle in the puddle 
In the village street. 
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LET'S GET ACQUAINTED 


First I'll introduce myself as “Wee Wisdom's 
Way.” A day never passes that I do not long to see you 
and know you, and now, at last, I have the pleasure of 
at least telling you a little about myself, that you may 
arrange a meeting between us when we shall get better 


acquainted. 


I tell a story that the children love. Grown folk, 
too, get much pleasure and knowledge from becoming 
acquainted with me. This may sound like bragging, 
but many of them say that I am the best story ever 
written for children. By this they mean that little peo- 
ple may glean the wisdom of the ages from the experi- 


ences of the family about which I tell you. 


It is such an interesting household! Aunt Joy, who 
comes to make a visit, is so dear! And Baby Grace, 
like all of God's tiny ones, opens up her little soul to 
the best. And Brother Ned is so brave! And Trixie 
and Mother and Father and the doctor and the minis- 
ter—well, here's the place to stop, or you'll be learning 


too much about me before we meet in person. 


My name is “Wee Wisdom’s Way.” You can get 
me in paper binding for 75 cents. If you want me bound 


in cloth with lovely pictures, I'll come to you in a box for 


$1.50, if you'll send for me to the 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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that blow, 
the drops of rain I scatter 
below, 
thoughts are true— 
You can hear it. 
search as you may, 
cannot see me, 
When you look at that bloom- 
covered apple tree, 
You are near it. 


Is my spirit. 
dove 
With your ear to earth—if your 


My voice is as soft as the gray 
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MORNING 


Through me, God's 
health 
Is manifest. 
Each day I prove 
Truth thoughts are 
best. 


‘ Through me, God's 


love 
Goes forth to bless. 
I speak and act 
With tenderness. 


NIGHT 


Through me, God's joy 
In trills of song 

Keeps bubbling up 
The whole day long. 
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